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My dear Friend, that there is not one touch in those
Drawings & Pictures but what came from my Head fit
my Heart in Unison; That I am Proud of being their
Author and Grateful to you my Employer; & that I look
upon you as the Chief of my Friends, whom I would en-
deavour to please, because you, among all men, have
enabled me to produce these things. I would not send
you a Drawing or a Picture till I had again reconsider'd
my notions of Art, & had put myself back as if I was a
learner. I have proved that I am Right, & shall now Go
on with the Vigour I was in my Childhood famous for.

But I do not pretend to be Perfect: but, if my Works
have faults, Carrache, Corregio, & Rafael's have faults
also; let me observe that the yellow leather flesh of old
men, the ill drawn & ugly young women, &, above all,
the dawbed black & yellow shadows that are found in
most fine, ay, & the finest pictures, I altogether reject as
ruinous to Effect, tho7 Connoisseurs may think other-
wise.

Let me also notice that Carrache's Pictures are not
like Correggio's, nor Correggio's like Rafael's; &, if
neither of them was to be encouraged till he did like any
of the others, he must die without Encouragement. My
Pictures are unlike any of these Painters, & I would have
them to be so. I think the manner I adopt More Perfect
than any other; no doubt They thought the same of
theirs.

You will be tempted to think that, as I improve, The
Pictures, &c., that I did for you are not what I would
now wish them to be. On this I beg to say That they are
what I intended them, & that I know I never shall do
better; for, if I were to do them over again, they would
lose as much as they gain'd, because they were done in
the heat of my Spirits,